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from the stage into the orchestra. If I did so, history was merely
repeating itself, for as Bassanio, trick cyclist, in my burlesque of
The Merchant of Venice in India, I had cycled giddily into the
orchestra and found my hind quarters in a timpany,

On the loth December, in pouring rain, sleet and snow, we
marched back through Beaumetz and Pozieres, now only recog-
nizable by sign-boards ; Le Butte de Warlencourt and Albert,
through Amiens and my beloved Picquigny to Bezencourt. A
week's forced march on short rations and nights spent in the
open without cover of any kind. Now that our lives were no
longer required, those responsible for morale and comfort
seemed to have forgotten that soldiers even existed. I recollect
no more bitter experience than that march across the scene of
our losses and victories in December 1918.

I prepared for Christmas. Not an officer or man in my
battalion went without a present from his Commanding Officer,
cigarette-cases, leather wallets, things of durability and utility;
and I sent an officer to Paris, well laden with money with which
to buy presents for the children in all the surrounding villages.
On Christmas morning, attired in a red curtain deftly sewn by
the Battalion tailor, with a flowing beard of whitewashed tow,
and a top hat, mounted in the centre of a vast German wagon
and drawn by sixty-four mules, I commenced my tour of the
villages, a goodly part of the band installed as an orchestra in the
back of the wagon. An immense fir tree had been strutted into
the cart and this was decorated. The children were brought
forward by their parents, most of them timidly, for they had
never experienced Pere Noel and they gave stirrup cups to the
drivers and beakers of wine to Father Christmas. We returned
to Battalion Headquarters after our mission as a chariot race,
mules lathered white, postilions rolling in their saddles, and
Father Christmas, hatless, with a threadbare beard tottering in
the middle of the cart.

And before he left us, the Battalion was inspected by our
well-loved Divisional Commander. As for him his character
stands out. His cheerfulness and courage and great sense of
proportion ; his decision, his tireless systemization; and his
great spirit. He was a soldier's general. No chateau could
tempt him, no security decoy him ; where the men were, there
he was ; how they lived, so did he. As temperate in his living
as he was in tempering justice with mercy, as stern as he was
kind, he could win a battle in the morning and help Belgian